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MY GUN? Its BEEN KEPT 
OILED, EVER SINCE THAT t 
FIGHT WE HAD WITH THE 
HASH KNIFE OUTFIT OVER 
TOUR DRIFT FENCE! BUT 
1 THINK THE BOYS OUT 
IN THE BUNKHOUSE ARE I 
A LITTLE SPOOKY. . 




BUT YOU WOtfT BE GOING TO 
YELLOW JACKET TILL DAY- 
AFTER -TOMORROW, JIM. I'VE 
GOT WORD THAT BAMBRIDGE, 
THE STOCK BUYER, IS SHIPPING 
FROM WINSLOW IN THE 
MORNING ---AND I WANT YOU 



T HE NEXT DAY---AT THE WINSLOW LOADING PENS-' 

CURLY, DO YOU FIGURE BAMBRIDGE 
WOULD HAVE THE NERVE TO SHIP 
OUR BRANDED STOCK? _ 





PRETTY SOON YOU BOYS WILL HAVE 

SOMETHING BETTER TO OQ THAN PROD 

ONE ANOTHER WITH 

YOUR HORNS ' 

SICK OF---HEY 

SOMEBODY 

COMING! 




COME IN, TRAFT) I OIONT HAPPEN TO SEE 
YOU DURING THE LATE UNPLEASANTNESS 
OVER YDUR UNCLE'S DRIFT FENCE- -- 
TO KNOW WHO YOU WERE. 





AND IF 1 OON'T SAY THAT---?,^B 


= _ll^ 


WHY, THEN-— UY JOB istH Pfirll 
TO CLEAN UP THE ■HlfNll 
YELLOW JACKET! WITH K ll 
GUNS IF 1 HAVE TO — JB^M 
WITH OTHER MEANS ^WB? M 
IF THEY'LL WORK! B 
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BLAST \l RECKON YOU'VE DONE ENOUGH 
YOU, ¥ SHOOTING FOR TODAY. CROAK ! CARR 
JED — J WAS ARMED, BUT THIS BOY—- f->- 



YOU CROOKED- FACED LITTLE RAT! 
WW BE A OOOD SHOT, BUT YOU'RE A 
- YELLOW-- 




HERE! YOU WEAR MY GUN-- -TILL \ 
I CAN DIG YOURS UP FOR YOU! 
AND FROM NOW ON, DON'T EVEN 
SLEEP WITHOUT A SHOOTING / 
IRON* MALLOY 






MISSED HIM BY A HAIR---O0ffff£Wf IT! 
BUT THERE'LL BE ANOTHER TIME' EITHER 
ME OR SONOSA WILL FIX THAT TRAFT , 
CUBS clock! - 




JUST BACK FROM 

THE RIM, CROAK 

MALLOY REINS HIS 

HORSE AROUND FOR 

FAST DEPARTURE. 



sure! slinger 
is more like 
an injun than 
like a white 
man... but you 
get under 

COVER, 




JIM. I'VE GOT AN IDE*! IF WE CUT 
THROUGH THAT NOTCH IN THE CLIFFS — 
AND OVER INTO A LITTLE SIDE CANYON 
I KNOW, WE'LL HAVE 'EM HEADED OFF 
BEFORE THEY KNOW WHAT'S HAPPENING! 





YELLING 

AND SHOOTING. 
THE CORNERED 
HUSTLERS RCE 
JV WITHERING 
FIRE. 



BUT THERE'S A BIGGER FAILURE St 

THAT MXl'VE MADE. JED STONEl 
ONE THAT SURE COUNTS, WITH ME! 




THE FOOL! THE POOR 
CROOKED -BRAINED TOOL! 
HE WAS SO USED TO LIES 
THAT HE COULDN'T BELIEVE 
I WAS TELLING HIM THE 
TRUTH I t 




WELL, HOSS, WE'VE SEEN THE LAST OF THE HASH KNIFE 
OUTFIT, AND I RECKON THIS IS THE LAST WE'LL SEE 
OF YELLOW JACKET. THIS OLD ROAD LEADS 
STRAIGHT OUT-- 



HMMMf FRESH TRACKS OFA LIGHT 

WAGON AND TEAM, HEADING IN . . (1 
PROBLY TO YOUNG JIM TRAFTB 
NEW RANCH HOUSE.. 




JED STONEl YOUR GUNMEN, CROAK MALLOY AND REEVES, , 
JUST HELD ME UP, PISTOL WHIPPED ME, AND KIDNAPED MY 
NIECE FOR RANSOM, AND MOLLY DUNN ! BUT YOU PROBABLY 
KNOW ALL ABOUT I 




LISTEN. JIM,--- AND BELIEVE 
ME FOR OLD-TIMES' SAKE! 
I'VE BROKEN WITH MALLOY! 
I'M on MY WAY OUT — OUT 
OF YELLOW JACKET, FOR 
GOOD. REEVES NEVER WAS 
ONE OF MY OUTFIT, BUT I KNOW 
HE'S BAD. 




---AND I DON'T AIM TO LET THOSE TWO 
VARMINTS KIDNAP THOSE INNOCENT GALS, 
ANY LONGER THAN rT'LL TAKE ME TO CATCH 
UP WITH 'EM) 




